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Author's Notes: 

My ride home was so boring and something had to give.unfortunately it ended up being my sanity. l'm not 
sure if I'll ever one up this one in terms of weirdness but I'll see. In case it's of interest (although | don't know 
why it would be) the song referenced is R Kelly's Bump n Grind and technically (and luckily if you ask me) 
neither Dead or Euronymous could have ever heard it since it came out in 94. Also the Bohemian Rhapsody 


reference was intentional. 


.. ls this real life? 
Per wonders, standing in the middle of the cabin. 


It looks different. There's a burning incense stick and Per isn't sure he's ever purchased that Gr0oVy Baby! 


poster, he's also not sure anyone in Mayhem uses musk oil..and holy fuck is that Øystein with an Afro? 


Oh fuck, it is! 


Per stands, frozen with shock as his guitarist exercises with small candy coloured dumbbells. Øystein 
punctuates each lift with an over-dramatic grunt, determination apparent all over his face as sweat drips 
down the column of his neck and into his..chest hair? 

Since when does Øystein have chest hair? The guys about as hairy as a newborn! 

Well, apparently since now. 

The brunette ballet-kicks, pumping his arms up and down as Led Zeppelin plays out of the phonograph. 
"Gonna give you my love.." 

What is this shit? 

Why is Øystein wearing shorts that short? Why is Bystein wearing a leotard? 


"Pelle!" Oh shit. 


"Pelle! How's my favourite Swedel" He throws the weights away, spreading his arms out before he drags Per 


into a tight embrace. 


"D-Øystein?" He asks suspiciously as the shorter man delivers a big, wet kiss on each cheek and grabs his 


hand. He smells like musk oil- and now so does Per. 

"Let us work out together!" Øystein proclaims, his thick, handlebar moustache twitching as he grins wide. 
"Uh." Per says dumbly, feeling himself get pulled into the centre of the room. 

Isn't Øystein supposed to hate him for some unknown -yet probably stupid because it's Aysfein- reason? 
Why does he want them to work out together? 

The living room of the cabin has been completely re-decorated in earth tones and faux-ethnic furniture, 
judging by the poster of Sweet with their band singer in his Native American headdress either Øystein has 
won the lottery and decided to celebrate by fucking around with Per's head or his fears have just been 
confirmed and for whatever reason the 20 year old has found himself stuck somewhere in the 10s. 


"D.Dystein. | think something's wrong." He hisses, between squats. 


"You're right." Øystein nods vigorously, and for half a second Per is relieved to know that his bandmate 
understands how utterly wrong this scene is. 


That relief is cruelly stolen from him in an instant. 


"Who exercises in that much clothing?" The guitarist scoffs, hitting his palm against his temple in a durrr’ 


gesture. 


"Get naked, Pelle." He decides, slapping the singer across his ass cheeks. Per yelps, feeling violated before he 


realizes that he's in bellbottom jeans and a suede vest, and then he feels violated for a brand new reason 
What the fuck?! 

"Øystein! No! | mean this is wrong! We're supposed to be metalheads! We don't wear suede! Or.or ugly work out 
gear! We're supposed to be satanic! What the fucks wrong with you?!" Per cries, chucking off the suede vest 
and throwing it at the tassel covered couch. 

"Metal? You mean like Deep Purple?" Øystein furrows his bushy brows together. 

Per's jaw drops in horror. 

"No!" 


"Blue Oyster Cult?" Øystein tilts his head "Oh! | love Blue Oyster Cult!- wait up!" 


Øystein holds up a finger before rushing towards the phonograph to change the record to ‘Burning For You". If 
it were possible Per's jaw would've been on the ground and broken into pieces. 


"Great. Now lets work out!" He says enthusiastically, clapping his hands together. 

"This is wrong!" Per shouts, stomping his feet childishly as desperation grows in him. What the hell is going on?! 
"Oh but baby how can something wrong feel so right?" And Per thinks he might have just dug his grave. 
Øysteins brows wiggle suggestively as he pushes him over the sofa, but not without a comment about how 


much he /oves that suede vest. 


Per lies there in horror as Øystein descends to kiss him passionately. He groans in shock, feeling the guitarists 


tongue weasel into his mouth as he places Per's hands over his -admittedly very nice- ass. 
This is blasphemy. 

Did he hit his head on something? 

Has he finally lost his marbles? 


Øystein wastes no time in stripping off his bell bottom jeans, chucking them aside and rubbing his body against 
Per's, getting the scent of musk oil all over Per's skin. 


This is kind of horrifying. 


"Still feel wrong?" Øystein simpers in a growly voice as Per feels his nether regions responds to the quitarist's 


grinding. 
"Yes!" Per gasps. 


"Well baby with me you'll learn that the best things in life feel wrong- like marajuana..and TV Dinners.’ 
Øysteins eye squint cheesily before he attacks the Swede's mouth anew. 


Per can practically hear the groovy 10s porn music plays as Øystein begins flicking his tongue against Per's 
throat. His groin betrays him by standing up for attention and Øystein responds to its request by wrapping his 
fist around Per's shaft. 


Øystein slowly pumps his dick, watching Per have a miniature mental breakdown and mistakes it for his pre- 


orgasm face. 

"Yeah? Yeah? you want to be Bystein's Angel?" He breathes heavily as Per keens out: 

Nol" 

"Oh ho ho! Your minds telling you no but your body's telling me yes!" 

Wait- that song didn't come out in the seventies.neither did Burning For You come to think of it.. 
"Øystein!" He moans, feeling his dick throb as he rapidly reaches the edge. 

"Yeah? You're going to cum for me Pelle? Yeah?" 

"Øystein!" Per cries out again, pleadingly as Øystein chuckles before leaning down and kissing him. It's 
surprisingly tender this time, and Per almost feels himself melt into Dystein's embrace if not for the intrusive 
feeling of the thick curls Per is a hundred percent sure Øystein was not born with. 

Bystein's hair is actually really thin and patchy, it's pretty sad. 

Regardless, he whines against the guitarists lips finally feeling himself... 


Shoot up in bed with a loud, emasculating shriek. 


Pers hands instantly reach out to frantically grab at his face and bed, relieved to find all his metalhead 


paraphernalia still intact. 


Oh joy! Its still the BOs! Greed is still good and hippies are still ridiculous! 


He reaches under his bed, and with great joy pulls out his pet crow. He rips open the ziplock tab and breathes 
in the calming smell of death before he hugs her to his chest, cuddling the dead animal as relief washes over 
him. 


He's never been so relieved to be in this godforsaken cabin. 


Per runs out of his room to further explore and finds with great, uncharacteristic happiness that Jan and 
Jørn are both home and Øystein is sitting on the kitchen stool with his long, straggly hair and paper thin 
eyebrows still intact. 


"Why are you staring at me like that?" The guitarist asks angrily "fuck off! I'll kill you!" 
And one things for certain.Per has never been so relieved to be hated in his entire life. 


You've been coolin, baby, Ive been droolin, 

All the good times ve been misusin, 

Way, way down inside, Im gonna give you my love, 
Im gonna give you every inch of my love, 

Gonna give you my love. 

Wanna Whole Lotta Love 

Wanna Whole Lotta Love 

Wanna Whole Lotta Love 

Wanna Whole Lotta Love 

¡You Can Probably Guess..By Led Zeppelin 


The End. 


